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MOTH/PERSON 


spacesuit on clearance 
wearable consumption 
trick into 

i don’t want to be a product 
i want to be an angel of destruction 
like an eyesore 
on a lamppost 








FLOW DEMO 


of all positions i embody— 
nothing left to cruise 

message aggressively 
the keepers of culture 
for show 

lapdogs i drowned on a weekday 
material comforts 


a cushion to ignite 


ROTE CLOUT 


cult of personality comes 
lapping / trendlike 
i don’t wanna uphold anything 
but the collective 


in revolt 







AUTOMATON 

in response i would like to say that i hate you 
then i remember / sinking faster than land mass 
ants are atrophying due to excessive style 
it’s a real shame 

the day is gray as broom dust / it counts me 

loosened body on a table under lights 

glow of someone else’s chest 

the last dregs / of giving a shit 

the bartender has been replaced with an armrest 

the end of thinking you earned it 

is the end of stuff 

no thanks / i’m good 


“THEY LACK CULTURAL 
INTELLIGIBILITY” 

net bile called gut hack 
call it gall 
the cult 
the belt 

the track, all gullible 
kill the built 










FUTURE HAPPENING 

every living / it will regenerate 
fascists twist and die 
unformed shrivel 
fractional shits can’t subsist 
through roots / their need 


SLENDER JITTERS 


lapping the boundaries 
of binaries / coming up short 

gasping intermediaries 

a star suit of pipe bombs 

« 

i wear to the opera 





MONAD 


a monad in a hazmat suit 

wants to know if they can still bicycle 

a monad at alphabet peddles drones 

books household recording devices 

accumulated disclosure that kills 

a monad with charisma eats its own feet 

to embody a chill, foodess lifestyle 

i just really encourage you to be yourself 

says the monad balancing proportional 

disclosure of biographical detail with curiosities 


UNIVERSAL PROD 
CODE 


i’m gnawing off my arm’s soft parts 

texting refusals a word at a time 

definitely not exciting / the clutches of desperation 

definitely clutching me now 

ass frozen / loudspeaker on for no customers 

slouching on subways between 

bookstore and record store 

a man groaning when his 

ass hits the subway seat 







there are codes on every piece of culture i sell 
blips composing AN AMAZING AMOUNT OF 
INFORMATION WHICH, IN TURN, INCREASES 
PRODUCTIVITY AND EFFICIENCY 
i’m composing a text about being this tired 
lightning bolt, lightning bolt, 

i fight with a man about union protestors 
outside the new chain grocery across the way 
he calls the chain “cool” 


fucks who talk smooth 


like a lubricant for theft 
he brings the hot ppl i work 

with resin vape pens 

« 

they share cuz they’re cool 
it’s trash day already 
again 

dull tells me the plumbing is cracking 
tampons are for everybody and signify nothing 
i only want to murmur a litde 
when the heat clicks off 


vents empty 




fogged windows on the ride home 
eating lifted lunchmeat 
drawing a rope 


emma brown sanders 

is a philly poet & gender abolitionist, they have been 
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